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"So. we cry 'check' to Alva 1 " lie
shouted gaily.

" Ach ! but not * mate/ " quoth Gaspar.

Cantenng down the hill towards us came
the girl with the little guard I had left by
her riding behind.

" Oh, it was splendid ! " she cried while
she was still far off, and then, as she came
nearer and saw the men that lay bloody
and torn and trampled before her horse's
feet, she stopped sharply and wheeled
round with a little cry.

"Ach! the ways of women/' quoth
Gaspar. " Now that is how I judge a
charge/' and he pointed to the dead beneath
him.

" What if she had seen Harlem ! " said
Vermeil with a smile* Gaspar shrugged
his shoulders with a chuckle, and I sat
silent looking at her as she walked her horse
slowly away, with the troopers chuckling
behind her.

" Who moves next, captain, Alva or we ? "
asked Gaspar. I turned to stare at him.

" Dieu ! the man is made of iron," cried
Vermeil.